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TROUBLE AHEAD 











The Mighty Fighting Men of Old 


Who took pleasure in running others through 
with their swords for a lady's favor, or for some 
trivial difference of opinion, who were ready for a 
fight or a frolic at any old time, are portrayed by 
Alexander Dumas as by no other author. 


Dumas had a master mind, he could think inter- 
esting thoughts and he had the ability to write them 
in an entertaining way. 


Read 
The Three Guardsmen 
Twenty Years After 
Count of Monte Cristo 
Edmund Dantes 
The Memoirs of a Physician 


If you have not read all of these books, you 
owe it to yourself to get the set and read them at 
once. If you have read copies belonging to some- 
one else, you know how much this set is worth— 
and here is your opporutunity to get the set at an 
especially attractive price. 


The supply is small and the first orders get the 
preference. If we are not able to fill your order, 
we will return your money at once, but if you send 
today we can send the set immediately. 


These books are substantially bound in light blue 
cloth, stamped in gold. They are printed in good 
clear, readable type, on good book paper and after 
these are sold you will not have another chance 
to get a set for anything near this price. 








Sent postpaid on receipt of $1.50. 
You can’t duplicate this offer for less than 
$3.50 and we are making this special 

price to our readers only. 


Send the attached coupon 
before it is too late. 


Leslie-Judge Co. 


225 Fifth Avenue 
New York 
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Your Daughter and Your Duty! 


LESLIE’S is about to break a lifelong rule. 


It has never, under its present manage- 


ment, published a story in serial form; now it is about to do so beginning June 26th 


Our two million readers will realize that only extraordinary reasons could have brought this 


about. 


They will understand those reasons when they begin to read the first instalment of 


FOR THE SAKE OF HER SOUL 


By Reginald Wright Kauffman 


Author of ‘‘ The House of Bondage,’’ ‘‘ Running Sands,’’ etc. 


We want to talk to you about 

this powerful work. In 1910, ‘‘The 
House of Bondage’’ almost blinded 
the nation by its terrific lightning- 
flash. Living among the White 
Slaves of whom he wrote, and mak- 
ing many firm friendships in that 
world, Mr. Kauffman worked with 
genuine art and burning sincerity. 
The result was a sensation such as 
no novel had, for a_ generation, 
created. Educators, clergymen, 
literary-critics, sociologists and 
physicians acclaimed this ‘‘The 
Uncle Tom’s Cabin of White Slav- 
ery.’’ Through translations, it is 
having a similar success in Ger- 
many, France, Norway, Switzer- 
land, Belgium, Sweden and Aus- 
tria. 

Almost immediately after the 
publication of ‘‘The House of Bond- 
age,”” LesLIE’s resolved on what 
then seemed a perilous course for 
any magazine: it undertook to put 
fearlessly before the public what 
President Hyde of Bowdoin College 
soon came to call the ‘‘moral issue 
of the oncoming generation.’’ With- 
out fear or favor, and against the ad- 
vice of many well-meaning friends, 
we secured and gave to our readers the 
hideous facts of the White Slave Traffic, 
which we proceeded to prove to be a men- 
ace to YOU—+to every home in the coun- 
try, however protected. With Mr. Kauff- 
man’s series of true and typical stories, 
‘*The Girl That Goes Wrong,’’ as our chief 
feature, LeEsLin’s became the first maga- 
zine, and Mr. Kauffman the first novelist, 
to attack the Modern Moloch. We sounded 
the danger-signal for the nation. 

We say without hesitation that, great 
as was the good done by Mr. Kauffman’s 
previous work, this new novel will do a 
greater good, because it not only shows 
how girls fall, but how they may rise 


The Time Has Come When the Truth Must Be Told s 


If you are a young girl, it is your duty to read ‘‘FOR THE SAKE OF HER SOUL”? in order that you 
may know the perils that beset your own soul. 
If you are a young man, it is your duty to read this veracious yet thrilling story in order that you / 


or avoid falling. Strong, realistic, dra- 
matic, compelling, ‘‘For the Sake of Her 
Soul’’ is at once a triumph of literature 
and morals. 

Some of Mr. Kauffman’s few critics 
have complained that he does not gener- 
ally take enough account of the influence 
of religion upon character: this novel is 
one of the sincerest tributes to the power 
of the religious instinct that has ever been 
penned. 

Other critics have said that, though 
perhaps the strongest novelist that Amer- 
ica has produced, so far as sheer force 
and power go, Mr. Kauffman is too brutal ; 
yet this novel, while showing even greater 
power than ‘‘The House of Bondage,’’ 


may realize your responsibilities toward womankind. 
If vou are a Father or Mother, it is above ali vour duty to read this compelling series of rev- 


elations in fiction-form, because nothing else can so bring home to you the knowledge of what you 
should do tomake menof your sons, the knowledge of what you must do to save your daughters. 


Send $1.00 for a subscription to cover the 10 weeks’ period during which this most startling serial will be printed 


FILL OUT THE COUPON AND MAIL IT TODAY 


LESLIE’S WEEKLY, 225 Fifth Avenue, New York 





draws full half of its appeal from the 
moving sympathy and tenderness 
that, in every line, its author shows 
with the heart of its central char- 
acter. 

That character, the character of 
the girl Joe Meggs, both a delicate 
and strong creation, is one that has 
come into literature to stay. A girl 
of The People—not born of the very 
poor, nor yet the very rich—-she is 
the sort of girl that, save for unes- 
sential details, your own daughter 
is; the sort your own wife, sister, 
sweetheart is, in whatever stratum 
of American life you may chance to 
be. Precisely for that reason, in 
Joe the tempted and tried, finally 
triumphant through what she calls 
her ‘‘own will to be good,’’ Mr. 
Kauffman, showing life’s pitfalls 
and one way to avoid them, has given 
us what is among the most tender 
and firm, fine and beautiful figures 
in modern fiction. 

Read the story yourself and you 
willagree. It will begin in Lesiir’s 
for June 26th and run for ten suc- 
cessive issues. If you read one 
chapter you will read all. 

As Rebecca West, the great Eng- 
lish critic, has said of him: ‘‘Mr. 
Kauffman’s fingers are delicate, but 
strong.’’ He is the master of saying all 
that is true without saying anything that 
is unclean. In this novel there will be 
nothing to hurt the honest sensibilities of 
girl or woman; there will be every- 
thing that every girl and woman 
ought toknow. Without offense, 
but without fear, he tells, by 4 
an unhesitating pen, ‘“‘the 7 
truth, the whole truth and 
nothing but the truth,’’ 


, LESLIE'S 
and he does this be- Py WEEKLY 
cause he and we 7 225 Fifth Ave. 

New York 


are convinced that / 


secutive issues 


pear in the issue of June 26th. 


/ 
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Enclosed please 

find $1.00 for which 
send me the 10 con- 
of 
JSF LESLIE'S WEEKLY con- 
taining “*For the Sake of 

Oo Her Soul,’ by Reginald 
Wright Kauffman, the first 
instalment of which will ap- 
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The Antiquity of Habit. 


HIS age owes much to inventions, but 

it also owes something to men of 
science who delve 
into the past for 
points on life in 
the long ago—a 
period or periods 
far remote from 
the good old times 
) of which thegrand- 
fathers are always 
telling, with un- 
favorable sugges- 





tion as to the present. 
Within a short time the world has been 
informed that they had regular bars 


made her Queen. Dr. Muller goes so far 
as to exhibit a picture of Amenophis, with 
Taia sitting on his lap, just as the maid 
in love sits on the lap of the man in love 
in every human circle to-day. 

There is nothing new under the sun, 
but wonders will never cease. 


Brief Decisions 
An afterthought is too late if oppor- 
tunity has escaped. 


While a man is whining about his 
troubles, he might overcome them. 


Children don’t practice hypocrisy, which 
is one of human nature’s acquirements. 





and served mixed and other drinks 
in an ancient and apparently cos- 
mopolitan city destroyed by Vesuvi- 
us; and that the ancient Romans, 
who have been supposed to be a vig- 
orous people that ought to have 
scorned such indolence-promoting 
machines, had elevators in their 
houses. Moreover, no one who has 
looked at the counterfeits of Egyp- 
tian women as they were attired as 
far back as the Pharaohs can say 
that the tube skirt, which is cre- 
ating excitement here at this time, 
is a novelty. The Egyptian beau- 
ties wore such a skirt with even 
greater frankness than women show 
to-day, although there is no telling 
what fashion has in store. 
Speaking of the Egyptians, now 
comes Dr. Max Muller, of the Uni- 
versity of Pennsylvania, who says 
that women anciently ruled the bet- 
ter affairsof Egypt. And there you 
have suffrage as an antique institu- 
tion. The barbarian peoples devel- 
oped since are but now drifting to 
the habit of ancient civilizations. 
The learned doctor gives an ex- 
ample and says that Amenophis, 
King of Egypt fourteen hundred 








Too Much of It 


A NOTED humorous writer and lecturer, 
who has traveled some 20,000 miles 
in various States during the past few 
months, comes back to New York con- 
vinced that the public is sick of the 
Muckraker. He says that invariably he 
has prefaced his lectures with a state- 
ment of his purpose to dispel something 
of the gloom caused by persistent muck- 
raking in the press and the magazines, 
and that as invariably his audiences have 
risen to this idea with hearty applause. 

Muckraking has been overdone, and 
naturally the public is weary of it. But 
the sinister effects of muckraking will 
be far-reaching, and even good hu- 
mor cannot dispel them. 

The influence of this sort of pes- 
simism on the adult mind has been 
depressing. It has brought about 
the notion that men of great busi- 
ness achievements are crooks, and 
that all enterprise should be sub- 
jected to a searching analysis before 
patronage is in order. In fact it 
taints with the suspicion of graft or 
unlawful profit almost every voca- 
tion in which men engage. 

But worse than this is the effect 
of muckraking upon the mind of 
youth. The younger generation ab- 
sorbs everything of vital interest 
that affects or concerns current af- 
airs, and draws conclusions as to its 
own future. And the muckraking 
that has disgraced the press in re- 
cent years has naturally poisoned 
the youth with ambition. He has 
come to look upon most men in high 
places in trade and commerce as dis- 
honest, and to determine that time- 
honored notions as to the fruits of 
integrity are out of date. Many 
young men have been led to believe 








JAMES J. HILL’S IDEA : 
James J. Hill, the “ Empire Builder,” says Congress should adjourn and remain business, and that to succeed they 


inactive for ten years in order to better conditions in the United States. 
passed recently,”* said he, “* have prevented a more rapid influx of immigration, and 


that dishonesty is the touchstone of 


Laws themselves must practice it. 


years before the Christian era, mar- deflected it to the Argentine Republic. If we could just tie a bell on each of our — 


, . . . illustrious statesmen who are trying to keep workmen out of this country and 
ried Taia, a working girl, prede- Congress for ten years, | believe we.would see an unpr 
ity. Business men would then carry on big undertakings without fear of legislative orror jg still a jealous man. 


cessor of the modern typist, and 


interruption. 


ted period of prosper- 


— A jealous man convinced of his 
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OWNED, BUT NOT CONTROLLED 


Miserable wretch—An’ t' think | own th’ brute, b—body an’ soul! 


A Tragedy 


Averted 


By ARTHUR HANCOCK 


ETER BINGLEY —‘“‘Bing,’’ for short—came downstairs 
feeling grouchy and looking very much the same. He is a 
traveling salesman, and the night before he had been out very 
late with a number of his drummer friends, with the result that 
he had drank not wisely, but too many gin fizzes. 

‘‘Mrs. Bingley,’’ he said, looking sharply at his wife, ‘‘are 
there any headache pills in the house?”’ 

‘*Yes, dear,’’ replied Mrs. Bingley, trying to suppress the 
smile which the question evoked. ‘‘Does your head ache, 
Peter?”’ 

**Yes, it does!’’ growled Bing- l 
ley. ‘‘And, Mrs. Bingley,’’ he con- 
tinued firmly, ‘‘I am late this morn- 
ing. I leave town on the nine-forty- 
five train for Boston. Important 
business! Very important! Now, 
what you have got to do is to hurry 
up and help me to get ready.’”’ 

‘But, Peter,’’ said his wife, 
*‘you haven’t had any breakfast!’’ 

‘Breakfast! I don’t want any 
breakfast. See here—where is my 
collar button?’’ 

‘It’s in your shirt, Peter,’’ re- 
plied his wife, and this time she 
laughed lightly. 

**Is it?’’ snapped Bingley. ‘‘It‘s 









A SMALL BOY’S IDEA OF A PHILANTHROPIST 


a fat lot to laugh at, isn’t it? But it is just like a woman. 
The least thing seems to please ’em!’’ 

**I proved that to you some years ago, dear.’’ 

**How was that?’’ asked Bingley, holding his head between 
his hands. 

‘‘Why, when I married you,’’ laughed his wife, as she left 
the room. 

Bingley said nothing, but he could not just understand how 
to take his wife’s remark. At last, after much fussing and 
growling, he was ready, and, gin- 
gerly kissing his wife good-by, he 
picked up his grip and left the house, 
to be gone, as he supposed, about 
ten days. 

Five blocks away from home he 
met a messenger boy, who knew 
him, and, putting out his hand, said, 
‘‘A message for you, Mr. Bingley.’’ 

Bingley opened the telegram and 
read: 

**Peter Bingley—Change in or- 
ders at Boston. Will not need you 
for a few days. Will wire when 
ready. **Sellem & Soakem.”’ 

Bingley was greatly pleased at 
the news. His elation caused him to 
give the lad a quarter as he dis- 
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THE EVOLUTION OF THE ANGLER 
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MAID IN GERMANY 

missed him. His first impulse was to return home; but just 
then his appetite called softly for a cocktail, and, of course, it 
would not do to disappoint his appetite in that direction. So 
he continued on his way downtown, and soon his appetite was 
satisfied. He drank one, then one more. As he was leaving 
the place, he met a friend. 


‘Hello! Central? give me twenty-three.’’ 

**Hello!’’ came a gruff, masculine voice to Bingley’s ear, 

**Good heavens!’’ exclaimed Bingley. ‘‘It’s a man!’’ 

He wondered if Central had given him the wrong number, 
so he asked, 

*‘Hello! Is this number twenty-three?’”’ 

**What’s that?”’ 

*‘I say, is this number twenty-three?’”’ 

**T couldn’t tell you.’’ 

**Well, is this Peter Bingley’s residence?’’ 

**You guessed it that time.’’ 

*“*Ah! And who are you?’’ inquired Bingley. 

**That, sir, is none of your darn business!”’ 

**It ain’t, eh?’’ said Bingley, warming up. 
are you doing there?’’ 

‘*That’s none of your business, either!’’ 

**What’s that?” fairly shouted Bingley. 

**I said it was none of your business. Is that clear enough?’’ 

**See here! Do you know whom you are talking to? Do you 
know who I am?’’ 

**I don’t know and I don’t care. 
say what you want to or shut up! 
talk to, he is out of town.’’ 

“Oh, is he? I didn’t know that,’’ and Bingley smiled, 
**Well, can I speak to Mrs. Bingley?’’ 

**No, you can’t.’’ 

**Why can’t I?’’ demanded Bingley sharply. 

**Because she is not here.’’ 

**Where is she?’’ 

**See here! It’s none of your business where she is!’’ 

**Why, you impudent lobster, if I was there I’d thrash you!”’ 

**Go on, you misshapen gorilla! You couldn’t lick a postage 
stamp!’’ and Bingley heard the receiver hung up with a bang. 

Into Bingley’s semi-befuddled brain flashed the thought that 
Mrs. Bingley was not true to him, that he was sure that she 


**Well, what 


Why in thunder don’t you 
If it is Bingley you want to 





**Hello, Bing, old man! Leaving town?’’ 

**No,”’ said Bingley. ‘‘I left home a while 
ago, expecting to go to Boston, but got a wire 
on the way down town that I was not wanted for 
a few days.’’ 

‘That suits you all right, eh?’’ 

**Yes; I’m not kicking.”’ 

**Well, come on; let’s take something.’”’ 

*“*Thanks, Charlie; but I have just had a 
couple.”’ 

“Oh, come on! What’s a couple? Let’s 
take one on the good news.”’ 

So Bingley, for the sake of good friendship, 
accepted the invitation. 

Eleven o’clock still found Bingley and his 
friend ‘‘taking one’’ on the good news. Bing- 
ley’s headache had gone, also his grouchy feel- 
ing. 

**Charlie,’’ said Bingley, ‘‘my wife thinks I 
am outof town. I’m going to ring her up and 














have a little fun with her.’’ 
Acting upon his idea, Bingley went up to 
the telephone, 


** She 's a wonder. 


IN THE STONE AGE 


Th’ fastest stenographer I ever had. Writes from four to five words a day.” 





















entertained other men when he was away from home. 


truth; and the more he thought about it, 
the madder he grew. 

Feeling as though he could fight a whole 
army, he opened his grip and took out a re- 
volver and placed it in his pocket. 

‘“‘There, Mrs. Bingley,’’ he said, ‘‘I’ll 
settle with you as soon as I get home!”’ 

( He left the place at once and started 
for home, growing madder as he went. 
‘‘Why, Peter,’’ cried his wife, as Bing- 
ley entered the house, ‘‘what is the mat- 
I thought you miles away by this time.’’ 








ter? 
Bingley rubbed his hands together and glared at his wife. 


‘Ah, I suppose you did, Mrs. Bingley! But I am not miles 
away. I’m right here. I’m here to avenge the wrongs you 
have done to a kind and loving husband! But I’ll settle with 
your charmer first, and then you.’’ 

Bingley pulled the revolver out of his pocket. 

‘‘Where is he?’’ he asked. 

‘*Peter!’’ cried his wife, in excitement. 
What ails you? 
trouble is.’’ 

‘“*Where is he? Where is he?’’ 

**Where is who, Peter?’’ 

**The man.’”’ 

‘“‘What man? Come, dear, calm yourself! 
for you right away. 
me what it is.”’ 

‘*Mrs. Bingley, I want no more of your cooking. 
discovered your deceitfulness. 


‘“‘Are you mad? 
Put that gun away and tell me what the 


I’ll get dinner 
You are excited about something. Tell 


I have 
You thought I was out of town 


and you could entertain other men while I was away. But, 
mark you, Mrs. Bingley, you can’t act that way with me! I’ll 
have revenge! Ah, revenge shall be mine!’’ 

‘*Peter, what in the world is the matter with you? It is 


outrageous for you to even suggest that I entertain other men 
when you are away. I’ve always been a dutiful and loving 
wife to you, Peter, and I can’t understand why you should go 
on like this.’’ 

‘*Isn’t there a man here?”’ he asked rather sharply. 

**None but yourself, Peter.’’ 

**Are you speaking the truth?’’ 

“*T swear it.’’ 

**Well, there was one here a short time ago. Can you deny 
that?’’ 

‘““How do 
you know?”’’ 

**Because, 
when I tele- 
phoned, a man 
answered me. 
He even had 
the nerve to 
call me a mis- 
shapen goril- 
la!’’ said Bing- 

















ley, with a 
grin. 

Mrs. Bing- 
"Gree ley broke out 

laughing. 
“TI under- 
COMPLIMENTARY stand it all 
** Willie, this is the third time I have spoken to you.’’ now,’’ she said. 


“Yes, 'm, keep it up. I love the sound of your voice.””’ ‘‘Yes, I will 


He 
petted this idea until it loomed up before him like a shocking 




































PICTURE OF A SPRING-FEVER 
GERM 


Daintily she has tripped along 
Thro’ all the sunlit ages ; 
| Thro’ scripture, picture, toast and song, 
/ | Thro’ myriad printed pages ; 
Yet ever takes men 7 surprise, 
And makes them doubt their very cyes. 







admit there has been another man here. He came soon after 
you left this morning. He is a man whom I knew long before 
I did you, Peter. We have always loved each other’’—— 

‘‘What!’’ cried Bingley; but his wife continued, 

‘Yes, we have always loved each other, and when he came 
this morning I did entertain him as best I could. Then I left 
him in care of the house while I stepped in to see Mrs. Jones, 
who is sick. When I came back, he laughed and said some fool 
had been talking to him over the ‘phone. It was father!’’ 

« Bingley’s anger was swept clean away. He laid down the 
revolver-and took out some bills. 

‘*My dear,’’ he said sheepishly, ‘‘here is twenty-five dollars. 
You need a new hat or something. Take it for yourself.’’ 

“Oh, Peter, I’’—— 

‘‘That’s all right, dear; but I wouldn’t mention this little 
affair to any one.”’ 

And Mrs. Bingley didn’t. 


Serials 


Silas Haycock was standing in front of a modern skyscraper. 
‘Land sakes!’’ he snickered. ‘‘Thar’s some of them continued 
stories I’ve heeard so much erbout.’’ 


A Revised Version 


Lives of yeggmen yet remind us 
We can use the cops in rhyme, 
And, departing, leave behind us 
Thumbprints in the books of crime. 

































CITING A CASE 
Mom—There, there, Bobby! big men never cry 


Bobby—Well, p-pop did last night when you made him peel the onions. 


For Sweet Girl Graduates 


Some Commencement Suggestions 
HANDSOME gown, suitable for a 
young girl to wear while delivering 
her commencement address on the subject 
of The Influence of Bernard Shaw upon 
the Philosophy of the Ancient Fijis, can 
be made of Dutch blue mousseline de soie, 
combined with chiffon and an inexpensive 
taffeta in delicate pinks, shirred down 
the back and caught up with curtain cord 
into chic little nesselrode rosettes at the 
corners. 

In choosing your gown for the delivery 
of your valedictory address, be careful to 
hold it strictly in keeping with the pre- 
vailing feeling of the moment, which is 
one of sadness rather than of joy. A 
flamingo-red panne-velvet surtout, with 
navy-blue lapels and iridescent glass but- 
tons, with little brass bands running about 
the hobble, hardly suggests the solemnity 
of the moment, and should, therefore, be 
rigorously avoided. 

Should it so happen that the subject 
matter of your oration has to do with The 
Abolitionist Movement from the Begin- 
ning to Buchanan, the most appropriate 
material for your costume on the com- 
mencement stage will be a soft brown 
peau de chine, the skirt accordion pleated, 
stitched flat at the upper part, but grad- 
ually flaring at the base, covered with a 
diaphanous chocolate chiffon, caught up 








into lambrequin draping 
with slender, gunmetal 
chains, the whole trim- 
med with a black satin 
border not less than two 
inches in width. 

If, through some mis- 
understanding with your 
shoemaker, your com- 
mencement day shoes 
come home too late for 
your little brother to 
break in, and they, 
therefore, give forth a 
most annoying squeak 
every time you step in 
one direction or another, 
the embarrassment of 
the situation may be 
overcome by your mak- 
ing a private arrange- 
ment with the leader of 
the orchestra to play a 
fortissimo Sousa March 
while you walk forward 
to greet your audience, 
preparatory to address- 
ing them on The Sarto- 
rial Barbarities of the 
Chinese Empire. 

As a rule, young 
graduates wearing floral decorations on 
their gowns while delivering their com- 
mencement addresses are somewhat care- 
less as to the fitness of their selections. 
Of course, all flowers are apt to be be- 
coming; but an additional effectiveness 
can be secured by observing a nicety of 
relation between the flowers worn and the 
subject of the address to be delivered. 
We venture, therefore, to suggest the fol- 
lowing combinations of flower and sub- 
ject, which may not come amiss to a 
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young girl too busy with the making of 
her gown to think of anything else: 
Should We Continue To 

Urge Reciprocity 


with Canada?..... Tube roses 
Aaron Burr, Democrat 
or Imperialist?.... Chestnut leaves 


Is Tammany Hall a 

Chronic or a Spo- 

radic Disorder? ... Tiger lilies 
The Mission of Woman. Marigold 
The Net Result of Puri- 

CU cdonsessins 
Poets of the Period and 


Pie plant 


Their Poetry...... Sweet peas 
Woman’s Sphere...... Cosmos 
On Certain Journalistic 
Tendencies........ Dandelions 
The Ruling Spirit of 
ee Goldenrod 
The Progressive Move- 
ae Green violets 


What of the Future?... Bachelor buttons 
The Modern Girl ...... Daisies 


The Modern Girl 


With penciled eyebrows, carmined lips, 
Powder and rouge upon her face, 

With waist line nowhere near the hips, 
And hobble skirt to ‘‘set the pace’’— 
This is the modern girl, whose ‘‘making”’ 
Comes ’neath the head of ‘‘nature fak- 


ing’’! —Clarence M. Lindsay. 


The Pith of Experience 


Funny how the dear old gentleman who 
just has to pat a child on the head un- 
erringly picks out the one with the pretty 
mother. 

Beauty used to be skin deep. Now 
they are adding a layer of kalsomine. 

Almost any boob could grasp an oppor- 
tunity if a set of printed directions went 
with it. 
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RS. DUBBSON sat quietly 
darning Dubbson’s socks, 
while her lord and master 
orated vociferously. 

*‘You mean well, Sa- 
rah,’’ said he, ‘‘but that’s 
the best that can be said 
about your infernal habit 
of butting in on everything under the 
canopy, whether it is any of your busi- 
ness or not. Just take one week’s record 
asasample. Here on Monday you go up 
to Mrs. Jimpson and tell her your heart 
is set on owning that lot of Jimpson’s, 
up on the corner of G Street and Buena 
Vista Avenue, and you ask her for old 
friendship’s sake to use her influence 
with Jimpson to let us have it at a neigh- 
borly figure; and what happens? She 
tells Jimpson, of course, and immediately 
the price goes up fifteen per cent., while, 
if you had only kept quiet, I could have 
landed the lot for twenty per cent. less, 
with a ten per cent. commission for sell- 
ing it. I was making Jimpson believe I 
could sell it for him, and he was willing 
to pay me well for doing it, when in comes 
Mrs. Buttinski, gives the whole blooming 
business away by telling who the pur- 
chaser was, and the whole deal comes 
down with acrash. You put your foot in 
it up to the top of your rubber boots!’’ 
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Dubbsoni's 


Mrs. Dubbson wisely refrained from 
answering, but darned on in smiling si- 
lence, whereupon Dubbson began again. 

‘“‘Then, on Tuesday, at the Bildad re- 
ception,’’ he went on, ‘‘you get old Haw- 
kins, the cashier of the Seventeenth Na- 
tional, off in the corner and tell him that 
if my account is overdrawn at the bank 
the next day, you hope he’ll overlook it, 
because one or two of my little specula- 
tions have not panned out as well as I 
had expected, and that the overdraft will 
be made good in a week, anyhow. Now, 
of course, you meant well, but it put 
Hawkins onto the fact that my overdraft 
was intentional and not an inadvertence, 
and he came down on me like a pile of 
bricks, refused to honor the check, and 
has notified me that my note for four 
hundred dollars, due on the first, cannot 
be renewed on any basis whatsoever. 
There you put your other foot in it, as 
high as my neck! And so it has gone all 
through the week. You told seven women 
in confidence on Wednesday that I am the 
author of the Fiat Justitia letters in the 
Gazoo, and, instead of being the next 
mayor of Noodleville, I couldn’t get even 
a nomination for dog catcher. You’ve 
been at it persistently and consistently 
for the Lord knows how long, until I have 
come to believe that, if you were a centi- 






Retort 


pede, you could find something to put 
every separate and distinct foot into, with 
your hands tied behind your back.’’ 

‘*Well, John,’’ said the lady amiably, 
‘‘I am afraid you are right, dear—but 
how could I be otherwise, living with you 
all these years as I have done? I guess 
you keep me as busy putting your foot 
in things as I do you.”’ 

‘“Me?’’ demanded Dubbson. ‘‘Me? I? 
What have I put my foot in, I'd like to 
know?”’ 

‘“*This!’’ said Mrs. Dubbson, holding 
up a much battered sock. ‘‘You’ve put 
your foot in that so often that for me 
life has become just one darned thing 
after another!’’ 

Whereupon Dubbson, realizing the fu- 
tility of argument with a woman witha 
gift of humor, put both feet into his ga- 
loshes and flied to the club, while Mrs. 
Dubbson, with a pleasant smile, retired 
to bed and read herself to sleep over the 
last annual report of the Helping Hand 
Society. — Horace Dodd Gastit. 


No Time Wasted 


Imogene—We weren’t in the hall two 
minutesbefore he kissed me. 

Doris—Yum! Was it an event? 

Imogene—My dear, he’s an efficiency 
expert! 




















Sundown Soliloquies 
By OREOLA W. HASKELL 
The Benedict 

OOD heavens, Elia! Keep those.chil- 
dren away for a while, can’t you? 
I’ve kissed the 
whole bunch a 
hundred times. 
I don’t want to 
see their silly 
truck. Dotty’s 
made me a 
penwiper, and 
she’!] be dreadfully disappointed if I don’t 
look at it? Oh, well—come here, Dotty! 
Kids are such nuisances!. There —the 
penwiper’s fine! Run along now and don’t 
bother me any more. And tell Bob I’ll 
slaughter him if he uses his new roller 

skates in the hall and raises a hubbub. 

Gee! but I’m fagged out! Yes, Ella, 
if you could by iron self-control manage 
to stop jabbering, cease grinning in that 
idiotic way, and go out of the room and 
leave me in peace a minute or two, I’d 
be thankful! Well, she’s gone—to blub- 
ber a bit, I’ll bet! Funny how a wife’s 
feelings are always getting hurt over 
nothing! Wish the whole female sex 
would brace up and chuck their emotions 
overboard! No earthly use except to 
make them troublesome. 

Jiminy! what a life a benedict leads! 
All day long at the office, grinding away, 
noise on all sides—typewriters clicking— 
telephones ringing—clerks gabbing— 
clients grumbling—interruptions galore 
—all for the sake of a few sordid dollars 
to keep the blamed old race going! Then 
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it’s home again and more bedlam! I’d 
like to wring the neck of the simpleton 
who made home synonymous with peace! 
Must have been a blessed bachelor. 
Didn’t know what gabbers females are 
and how nerve-racking kids can be. 
Well, I’m alone now. It’s like an oasis 
of silence in a desert of sound. Sunset 
time is the hour to commune with one’s 
soul. 

Soul! Fine soul I’ve got! Must have 
shrunk to a pebble! Once upon a time I 
used to feel things at this hour. Yep, I 
liked to gape at a sunset and enjoy its 
beauty. Might as well hang a pork pie 
in the azure now as a sunset, as far as 
I’m concerned. I'd rather see one, 
especially if it dropped into my yard, to 
fill some hungry mouth! Once I read 
poetry. The butcher’s bill’s my sonnet 
now; the laundry list’s my lyric. That’s 
what a chap gets, loading himself up 
with a family. Dunno what’s going to 
become of us, anyway! I don’t seem to 
do any financial aeroplaning. Just scud 
along the earth and keep out of ditches. 
Those kids are like bottomless pits. You 
keep ramming the food in, and they’re 
yawning like caverns for more! And 
there’s Ella—can’t tell me her silence 
meanscontent! But she’s broooding over 
my failure to hand out diamonds and 
chiffon! And as for me—who likes to 
go around in a suit with a hardwood 
finish, shining like varnish? 

Oh, the bachelors are the lucky boys! 
There’s Jimson, now. He goes home to 
a quiet spot, where he doesn’t hear a dis- 
cordant sound. There are hushed voices, 
deferential faces, noiseless movements. 





H EP 


Big boss—I thought both of your grandmothers died last year? 


Little boy—Yes, sir; but you see grandfather got married again, 




































































NOT SOLD 


Stranger—Do you keep canned salmon ? 

Fresh clerk—No, sir; we sell it. 

Stranger—Not always, my friend. You can 
just keep that dozen cans I was going to buy. 
Good day. 


He slips into an easy chair and for a 
blessed hour devotes himself to the arts 
—poetry, music, literature. He dreams 
over the sunset. Pleasant memories 
come to him. Carefree, he plans new 
pleasures. Fancies lure him and imagi- 
nation flies with him over land and sea. 
Rent, grub, clothes—these are my fine 
arts! Gee! but matrimony makes a fel- 
low coarse and sordid! I can see all my 
better instincts, my higher hopes, my 
nobler self dying by inches. Plain, prac- 
tical, prosaic thoughts and emotions have 
killed off all the delicate, elusive, in- 
spirational ideas that are the best part of 
aman’s nature. If I were only free, if I 
were only alone, I might woo back what 
I have lost through long hours of blessed 
silence. There would be no kids peeping 
through the keyhole to see what I’m 
doing; no woman hovering anxiously in 
the background, waiting to summon me 
to a dinner I don’t want, a talkfest I 
can’t endure. There—I knew it—time’s 
up! Drag the slave back to his chains— 
the convict to his cell! Imprison his 
spirit! It is not permitted the mated one 
to soar. Dinner, did you say? Blast 
dinner! Yes, yes, I’m coming, I say! 
(One hour later) Well, Ella, that was 
good grub you handed out to-night! 
You’ve got a pretty gown on, too! Well, 
a fellow’s in luck to have awife like you, 
pretty and sensible and capable. Bob is 
growing fast. He’s some boy, too. And 
Dotty—well, what would daddy do with- 
out the cutest little girl in town? Put 
the kids to bed and let’s have one of our 
good evenings. I’ll read while you sew. 
Gee! but it’s a fine thing to have a home! 


A blind pool is one in which you can- 
not see your way out of losing. 
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[‘ WAS the day before the match for the Gurlingham Trophy, which 
this time had brought from the British Isles a polo team known as 
The Tigers to contest with the Fieldbrook team on the Hilldale Meadow. 
International Polo had wiped out all antagonism between the two 
countries as to all subjects, for first an American team would win, and 
then it would be turnabout, the Gurlingham Trophy changing hands 
and location at every match. 

This day before the great match Miss Evangeline Hardacre, daugh- 
ter of an American millionaire climbing to the heights of social success, 
sat on the piazza of the Hilldale clubhouse explaining polo to Miss Hebe 
Newcombe, the ingenuous daughter of a well-provided westerner who 
had just located in New York and was spending money in ways to de- 
light*Hebe and her mother. 

A woman somewhat mannishly and less carefully attired than the 
Misses Hardacre and Newcombe stood leaning against a post with her 
back to them watching the players on the field as Major de Wing, an 
American player who had been violently exercising on a pony, sat down 
in his regalia to talk with the pair. The girls had been whispering wit- 
tily and acridly to each other between times in criticism of the unknown 
woman's dress and general deportment. 

“ Isn't this a very aristocratic game, major >” asked Miss Newcombe. 

“ Why, of course it is!” said Miss Hardacre. 

“ Well, perhaps,” replied the major. “Not many persons are able 
to play it, if that is what you mean.” 

“ Because not many persons are as strong, as agile, and all that, as 
you are, for instance >” remarked Miss Newcombe with a winning smile. 

“One reason. Another is that a man must have an estate with his 
own polo ground, you know, and a lot of ponies.” 





Aristocratic 








Game 


“How many ponies does one require? I hear these English 
players brought over a shipload,” ventured Miss Newcombe. 

“Oh, not a shipload!" said Miss Hardacre decidedly. 

“ Well,” said the major, “I"ve got fifty ponies, and am looking for 
more.” 

“Oh! Oh! See that pony!” exclaimed Miss Newcombe. One 
of the lively animals on the field seemed to be standing on its head. 
Then it seemed to turn a somersault. Its rider scored a goal. “Why! 
it seems to me the ponies are really the ones that play the game r 

“ Well, we couldn't play it without the ponies, you know,” replied 
the major, a bit crestfallen at the viewpoint. 

“ Still,” said Miss Newcombe, “I think: I'd rather see a cracking 
game of baseball. Wouldn't you, Evangeline ?” 


“ Baseball!" shuddered Miss Hardacre, “ why, my dear! What a 
notion! Baseball is mere vulgarity and mobbishness.” 
“Baseball isn’t polo, by many a pony,” said the major. “Still, | 


don’t mind looking at a baseball game myself.” And he glanced at 
Miss Newcombe, confident he had said something that pleased her. 

“ Who is that frumpy-looking woman, major >” asked Miss Hard- 
acre, indicating the stranger who had stood with her back to them, and 
who had walked leisurely away as they talked. “I thought they were 
a bit particular about persons here.” 

“You mean the woman with the helmet hat and the Norfolk coat >?” 

“Yes. See! Why, she's talking to that English player who has 
just dismounted!” 

“ Why—er—that,” said the major, a bit embarrassed, “is the 
Duchess of Lindermere. | believe she is one of the patrons of the game 
in England.” —J. A. Watdron, 
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BETWEEN FRIENDS 


Cynthia—Dear me! I'm growing old. 
You ‘ll be younger next year. 


Muriel—Oh, don't bother. 


Just think! twenty-one to-day. 


A Ballade of June-time 


By KATE MASTERSON 


SING you to the March of Lohen- 


WE 


grin, 
Jewel of months, rarest and fairest 
June; 
We bring you wreaths to wrap your beau- 
ty in. 
Deep in the orchard old Pan pipes a 
tune, 
While flower bells faintly chime the year’s 
high noon, 
And Love among the blossoms lies 
adream. 


Muse, let us also loll and loon! 
Oh, Brides and Roses—Strawberries 
and Cream! 


’Tis song-time —swimming-time, when 
lads begin 

Scurrying streamward from the wood 
unhewn— 


Barefooted satyrs, freckled as to skin, 
But joyous as young goats, to woe im- 
mune, 
Whistling and answering the forest croon, 
Mocking the blue jay and the catbird’s 
scream, 


Come on—the water’s fine! Oh, boy- 
hood’s boon ! 
Oh, Brides and Roses—Strawberries 


and Cream! 


Butterfly Fates, be kind and softly spin 
Love’s silken threads into that old co- 
coon, 


The Future! May these divers deftly win 


Life’s prizes; send them swiftly, sure 
and soon. 


Lead them to Arcady, where lovers spoon 

Now and forever in that lambent beam, 

Where orange buds bloom ’neath the 
honeymoon! 

Oh, Brides and Roses—Strawberries 
and Cream! 


Hail to the bride— 
with Wagner’s 
lilting rune! 

Hail to the June- 
time! Hail the 
all-supreme 

That sends this treas- 
ury of gifts tri- 
une! 

Oh, Brides and 
Roses—Straw- 
berries and 
Cream! 


The Modern Way 
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‘“‘Sakes alive! 
ejaculated the Stork, 
upon meeting the lit- 
tle God of Love ery- 
ing bitterly. ‘‘What 
is the matter, Dan?’’ 

‘*The m-mum-mat- 
ter,’’ sobbed Cupid, 
‘*is that Cupidity is 
making twice as 
many matches as I 
am! Uh-wah! hah! 
ha-a-a-ah!"’ 


** Oh, grandma ! 











chin went up and down while you were talking !"’ 


His Opinion 

««{T SEEMS to me,”’ ventured skimpy 

little Mr. Hennypeck, ‘‘that Pro- 
fessor Peekhead’s article, advising men to 
be very careful in their choice of wives, 
lacks—er—well, verisimilitude, or—ah! 
—some suchword. As far as I have ever 
known, the man had no more to do with 
choosing his wife than he has with get- 
ting his photograph taken—he just keeps 
still, looks as pleasant as he can, and ac- 
cepts whatever is given him.’’ 


A Compromise 
Jack Spratt could eat no fats, 
His wife could eat no leans; 
Now, if they both could vote, perhaps 
They’d compromise on beans! 


Conclusive Evidence 


Crawford—How do you know our daugh- 
ter and her young man haven’t made up 
their quarrel yet? 

Mrs. Crawford—Because the gas has 
been turned up high all the evening. 


Surprised 


Robins—Joque found a surprise await- 
ing him when he got home last night. 

Dyer—What was it? 

Robins—His wife was asleep. 





AFTER A REPRIMAND 
I wish you could have seen the funny way your 
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THE WHY BINKS 
AMBITIOUS BOUGHT THE 
VACUUM VACUUM 
CLEANER CLEANER. 





BINKS STOPS IT 
IN TIME AND 
GETS AN IDEA 
HOW TO GET 
THE THINGS BACK 


LEFT TONTSELF 
FOR A WHILE 
IT BEGINS TO 
WORK HAVOC 
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THE 
CLEANER 
IS DULY 
INSTALLED 
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DOES HE GET A 
PLUMBER? NOIR! 
~ JUST A FRIEND 
OF HIS WITH A 

LITTLE MORE PULL 
THAN THE 


* PASSED BY ° 
THE BOARD OF 
CENSORSHIP 








Pretty Near 


T WAS Sunday afternoon, and Mabel’s 
little sister, Ruth, aged four, was 
seated beside Mabel on thesofa. Present- 
ly the little girl asked of Mabel’s fiance: 
‘*Aren’t J your tweetheart, Mr. Bumper?’’ 
‘‘Well,’’ answered Mr. Bumper, with a 
fond glance at Mabel, ‘‘you’re the next 
thing to it!’’ 
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The Measure of Cheerfulness 


S easy enough to look cheerful 


When her roses wash off in the rain, 


But the girl who’s worth while 
Is the one who can smile 


Worrying over things that never hap- 
pen is an easy way to grow dyspeptic. 


strain. 


When her tube skirt succumbs to the 





The Ambitious Vacuum Cleaner; or, One Good Pull Deserves Another, 


A Music Lesson 


P “WE must buy that house from Brown 
as cheaply as possible,’’ said the 
old real-estate dealer to his young agent, 
‘‘for Brown is a very clever fellow.’’ 
“Oh, we can get it for a song,’’ replied 
the optimistic young agent. 
‘‘Then you will have to sing in the key 
of Be Sharp,’’ snapped the old dealer. 
































THOSE COSTUME DANCES 














The man who attends in evening clothes because, he says, he “looks like a fool in costume.” 


The Prudent Farmer to His Love 


OME, live with me and be my love, 
And I'll buy thee a new cook stove; 

Then, summer, autumn, winter, spring, 
You’ll hear your own tea kettle sing. 
I’ll buy thee, too, a chair that rocks, 
Where you may sit and darn my socks; 
And as your needle fills each hole, 
A deep content shall fill your soul 
That it is you who sit there rocking, 
And no one else may darn my stocking. 


A mattress made of shucks and hay 
Shall rest you at the close of day; 

A clock with loud alarm shall warn 
Your sleepy head when night is gone. 
I’ll buy thee, too, a muslin gown, 

To wear some Sundays into town. 

I’ll give you damaged corn to feed 
The chickens, and if you succeed 
Well with the eggs and fowls and milk, 
I’ll give you somewhat toward a silk. 
If all these promised joys can move, 
Come, live with me and be my love. 


—M. M. Lee. 





Explained 


Down in the Red River valley section 

of Louisiana there is a planter, a 
veteran of the Civil War, who is noted 
for his profane vocabulary. 

Not long since, he married, and every- 
thing sailed along nicely for a few days. 
But the captain was called out early one 
morning by a negro tenant, who wanted to 
see him on business. As soon as the cap- 
tain saw the darky, he began to curse him. 

His young wife, hearing the violent 
language, stuck her head out of the win- 
dow and asked, ‘‘Is that you, dear?’’ 

Before the captain could answer, the 
darky said apologetically, ‘‘No, ma‘am; 
dat’s Cap’n Johnson.’”’ 


Very Hard Cash 


An Englishman should never be afraid 
of thugs, as the more money he has in his 
possession the more pounds he can give. 





Land 


THE JAPS ery, ‘‘Sell us land, or fight! 
We'll land an army on your strand!”’ 
God wot! A million New York gents 
Will fight to sell ’em land! 
Throw in a grand piano, too, 
And let ’em hear a band. 
Play choice selections, on the spot, 
And give ’em the glad hand, 
And trolley tickets, there and back, 
If all they want is sand!—c. a. wes: 


Second Nature 


Crawford—New York is dancing mad! 

Crabshaw—No wonder. Whenever we 
ride in a public conveyance, we are told 
to ‘Step lively.’’ 


A Hard Loser 


‘‘What ever became of that woman 
who was married on a bet?’’ 

‘She is now giving her time to a cru- 
sade against gambling.’’ 






























Structural Ironwork 


A PROFESSOR in the Harvard Medi- 
cal School has discovered a way of 
riveting wounds and cuts instead of sew- 
ing them up. This doctor recommends 
the ordinary shoe rivet for wounds and 
says that his method is much better than 
sewing up with silk. 
Some way or other this method doesn’t 
sound very alluring to us. The old meth- 





“OUR MIND WAS FASTENED ON THE DRILLS AND AWLS.” 


od of sewing with a needle was about all 
we could stand, let alone having any 
anvil work done on us. We remember 
our old family doctor at home; he must 
have been thinking along this very line. 
One time we were paring an apple, when 
the knife slipped, and father had to take 
us to the old family cobbler. He was a 
genial-looking man, with a vest pocket 
full of thermometers; but his air of 
geniality was only a lure. He really 
liked to take you to pieces and see if he 
could put you back together again with- 
out a couple of wheels being left over. 

He tied a rope above and below the cut 
and got out his kit of tools. You wouldn’t 
think he was a doctor by looking at his 
tools. You’d think that, if it wasn’t for 
his weight, he was a burglar. He laid 
all the implements out methodically in a 
row, rolled up his sleeve as if he was 
going to repair a five-day boat, and told 
us not to think about what he was doing. 
It might have been easy for him to think 
about the great reception given to the 
Prince of Wales when he visited America 
in 1860, but our mind was fastened on 
the drills and awls. 

Then he sat down, with a fat knee on 
each side of our leg, and threaded a 
needle that looked as if he had got it ata 
bargain from a tent maker. He tried to 
introduce the point into our skin, but the 
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needle hadn’t been so much of a bargain 
as he had thought. He had to get behind 
it and urge it with both hands. The 
needle tarried reluctantly, but at last it 
burrowed in, and back and forth he worked 
the shuttle, sticking out his tongue to 
show that it wasn’t any easy job. No- 
body had to tell us that. We could not 
help thinking what a great field was 
ahead of him in office-building work where 
he could use a steam hammer. 

He worked steadily on, talk- 
ing lightly to our father, tell- 
ing him that such an operation 
was extremely dangerous and 
that he had seen many and 
many a boy get blood poison- 
ing from wounds lots smaller, 
stopping only now and then to 
get a glass of water or to tell 
a customer to have a seat in 
the outer office for a few min- 
utes. His small talk ran to 
quick deaths and blood poisonings. 

At last he tied a double knot, heaved a 
sigh of regret, as if to say that once he 
got started he liked to go on mending all 
afternoon, and asked us what we were 
going to be when we grew up. We told 
him that we intended to specialize in 
derrick building or-some other refined 
occupation where we didn’t have to use a 
needle. He said that we had acted likea 
gentleman, and we wished we 
could say the same about him. 

Gur old family physician was 
a splendid doctor as long as he 
could give pills, but he was 
never intended for light work 
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The Latest Panacea 


DE». SAUBERMANN, a German scien- 

tist, delivered a lecture in Berlin 
the other day, showing that radium can 
restore the hardened arteries of old peo- 
ple and make them young again. 

We would like to see some of this ra- 
dium. Every few weeks it pops up in 
the papers with some new ability. It 
can cure rheumatism, hang pictures, make 
the bed and go shopping Saturday after- 
noons. It doesn’t make any difference 
what is wrong with you, according to the 
dispatches; if you will get a little radium 
and shake well before taking, it will 
cure you or tune the piano. If this new 
theory works out all right (as most of 
them don’t), as soon as we get crow’s- 
feet or a crick where the doctor puts his 
thumb, we can go down to the drug store, 
order some radium and an atomizer, and 
the next day we will have to poke our 
friends with our umbrella to make them 
recognize us, 

We are willing to let our arteries con- 
tinue to harden and old age continue to 
creep on, if radium will do some other 
things we meet up with every day. If 
radium will keep the laundryman from 
pinning our shirts up and hiding the 
heads, and somebody at our hotel from 
eating up all the French bread, and give 





like copper riveting. If he had 
stuck to his early calling of 
steam dredging, he would have 
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made his fortune. His mistake 
was in trying to handleanything 
as light as a needle. 

Goodness knows, thi? dredge system of 
sewing was hard enough on the individual 
who carried the threads, let alone having 
a doctor anxious to rivet. It may be just 
the thing for cuts, may be as soothing as 
morning wind off white clover; but we 
want none of it. We would be afraid that 
the doctor who employed it had to give 
up his card in the Structural Iron Workers’ 
Union on account of rheumatism and still 
had to support a large family. 


“IF THIS NEW THEORY WORKS OUT ALL RIGHT.” 


us better telephone connection when we 
call up Somebody on Seventeenth Street, 
it will bring a better shade of bloom back 
into our cheeks than if we had made the 
application direct on the arteries. If it 
will keep the soap out of our eyes, our col- 
lars from spreading apart at the top, and 
the band from stopping playing two blocks 
before it gets to us, we will risk the ar- 
tery business. It’s the little things in 


life that harden the arteries. 














LECTURER goes all the 
way from Berkeley, Cal., 
to tell Pittsburgh ministers 
that they must eat two ap- 
ples a day and plenty of onions. But 
when would they make their parish calls? 


The newspapers are fairly bristling 
with editorials commending the dignified 
and womanly methods of the American 
suffragists as compared with the mili- 
tancy of their English sisters. No cam- 
paigns ever were conducted with more 
dignity and womanliness than those of 
Ohio and Wisconsin last year and Michi- 
gan this spring, and the men expressed 
their high appreciation by adverse ma- 
jorities of tens of thousands in each 
State. If women possessed the logi- 
cal male mind, they would consider 
whether some other methods would 
not be justified. 


At a recent suffrage meeting in 
the large Methodist church of Mo- 
bile, Ala., the chairman asked all in 
favor to stand, and almost the en- 
tire audience rose. You would 
hardly expect to find the forces 
which defeat woman suffrage in a 
Methodist or any other kind of a 
church. 

The members of the Illinois Leg- 
islature have recently been giving 
an example of that dignity and self- 
control which make men so emi- 
nently fitted to govern. ‘‘ You wart!”’ 
*“*You dirty little shrimp!’’ were 
some of the choice epithets applied. 
Imagine a woman legislator calling 
another woman member a wart! No mat- 
ter what she might think, she would 
never be so unladylike. 


Those who oppose giving the suffrage 
to women, on the ground that they are 
not yet fitted for the wise use of it, are 
recommended to read the last message of 
President Taft to the American people, 
in which he said, ‘‘Bearing always in 
mind that the ultimate purpose of our 
administration of the Philippines is the 
training of the people in the art of self- 
government, they have been intrusted 
with a steadily increasing share in the 
management of their political affairs, 
and step by step have been given an in- 


creasing measure of authority in their 
municipal, provincial and national gov- 
ernment.’’ 


If ignorant and half-civilized Filipino 
men can thus be educated into wise self- 
government, is this not possible in the 
case of American women? Nobody ever 
hears a doubt expressed in the States 
where they have the vote. It is only in 
the others that the anti-suffrage women 
are like the old negro, who, when asked 
why he didn’t make himself fit to get 
religion, answered, ‘‘Cos I ain’t fitten to 
git fit!’’ 

‘‘To vote intelligently,’’ says Mrs. 
John Martin, the anti-suffrage leader, 





HAULING HIM TO A HIGHER LEVEL 


*‘means that women would have to hob- 
nob, and they don’t know how to do it.’’ 
Did Mrs. Martin ever attend a meeting 
of any of the big organizations of women 
on the eve of an election? 


The Equal Franchise League of New 
Haven, Conn., adopted resolutions de- 
claring that the only way to get the suf- 
frage is by ‘‘appealing to man’s reason 
and sense of justice and his realization 
of the need of woman’s help in the per- 
fection of social conditions and civic in- 
stitutions.’” Then they went over to 
Hartford and watched the house of rep- 
resentatives kill the suffrage bill by a 
vote of 150 to 74. 
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A Wells College profes- 
sor tells the graduates that 
the highest degree they can 
ever win is that of ‘‘Mrs.’’ 
It depends altogether on the kind of a 
man that confers the degree. 
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A Seattle paper, in commenting on the 
treatment accorded the woman-suffrage 
parade in Washington, said, ‘*Men of the 
West find it hard to understand how such 
an outrage could have taken place with 
so few casualties; in Seattle it would 
have been followed by an unusual num- 
ber of funerals. Is it possible the men 
of the Eastern States have degenerated 
into the degraded moral condition of the 
Asiatics?’” And Omar Garwood, of Colo- 
rado, secretary of the National 
Men’s League for Woman Suffrage, 
said, ‘‘I’d like to have used my fists 
on some of those rowdies. Can you 
understand men—real men—stand- 
ing idly by? Ican’t.’’ All of which 
demonstrates the way in which 
woman suffrage destroys chivalry. 


A news item says that, at the 
time of the Ohio flood, several hun- 
dred members of the Woman Suf- 
frage Party in Cleveland got to- 
gether and made fourteen hundred 
garments for children of the suffer- 
ers. There must be some mistake. 
In the first place, as soon as a wom- 
an begins to work for the suffrage, 
she forgets how to sew; and in the 
second place, she loses all humane 
and charitable instincts. This isa 
stock indictment of the ‘‘antis.’’ 

It is said that the new Congress will, 
at the earliest possible moment, confer 
the franchise on the men of Porto Rico. 
Are there any other male citizens with- 
out a vote? If so, give it to them as 
soon as possible, for there is no chance 
for women so long as a man is outside 
the political fold. 


That Englishwoman who conducted her 
own suit for libel against a newspaper 
delivered a speech of 513,000 words, and 
then lost the case. She should have 
made it a million and been sure of at 
least a new trial, as the judge and most 
of the jury would have been dead or 
paralyzed before the end of it. 
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The Fatal Romance of a 
Living Skeleton 


By CURTIS DUNHAM 

I. HIS PAINFUL PASSION 
A GIANTESS built on the adipose plan 
(Fat Lady, the Ballyhoo dubbed 
her) was queen of the road in the Freaks’ 
Caravan, and eke of the heart of the os- 
sified man—who really ought to have 
snubbed her; for a heart that’s more 
prittle please name, if you can, than the 

petrified heart of an ossified man. 

The fat lady, too, loved her skeleton 
gwain, but had to dissemble her passion; 
her slightest caress meant such cardiac 
pain that inside and out he would rattle 
again in a most apprehensible fashion. 
Her kiss with emotion near rent him in 
twain—and yet she would wed with her 
calcified swain! 


Il. LOVE WILL FIND A WAY 

When fat ladies love, then will fat find 
a way, aS surely as soap’s in soap bub- 
bles. 

“A little of mine,’’ she said, ‘‘taken 
each day, I never would miss, and if put 
on to stay would end your ossiferous 
troubles.’’ 

So ‘‘flesh food’’ for him was the ob- 
vious way; for her, ‘‘anti-fat,’’ in the 
way of fair play. 

One bottle, two bottles, three bottles 
—and then? Every freak in the caravan 
wondered : 

“Is fat now the fashion for petrified 
men? Should corpulent dames be as spry 
as a wren?’’ 

Said the manager, ‘‘Some one has blun- 
dered. Some hocus or pocus is on the 
job when fat ladies slop over on ossified 
men !’’ 

Ill. A SCURVY STRATAGEM 

So grave was the matter, the manager 
sought a sapient freak, named Fra Hub- 
bard, who said, 

“Passing strange you should be so dis- 
traught, when, as bones are in question, 
you must have been taught that my an- 
cestress looked in her cupboard.”’ 

“In both of their cupboards,’’ the 
manager thought, ‘‘I’ll find the dire cause 
of the damage they’ve wrought.’’ 

. . * . - * 

“Both traitors!’’ the manager cried. 
“Think of that! The whole show is 
queered, and I’ll chuck it! What’s the 
use, with a skeleton sleek as a rat and a 
fat lady taking the shape of a slat, gorg- 
ing nostrums they buy by the bucket? 

But, stay! For the skeleton, here’s 
‘anti-fat’; for the fat lady, ‘flesh food’! 
I guess I’ll stand pat!’’ 


IV. THE FATAL DENOUEMENT 

One bucket, two buckets, three buckets 
—what next? (How the plot would have 
pleased Machiavelli!) Visibly swelling, 
the fat one was vexed, and the ossified 
man, too, was plainly perplexed, for his 
spine again clove to his belly. 

“Big business!’’ once more was the 
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5c 


i ‘ou 
the howdy-do 
to P.A.in the 
toppy red bag 


No speed limit to 
P. A. joy smokin’ 


Says the Squire: 
“There isn’t any law against joy smoking providing your old jimmy 
pipe is tamped down with P. A, 


“Fine? Why, smoking those tongue-broiling brands is penalty 
enough for anyone who hasn’t switched yet to 


PRINCE ALBERT 


the national joy smoke 
“Why, if I could impose sentence on every unconverted pipe fan, I'd say, ‘30 days on P. A.,’ and 
I reckon there wouldn’t be any appeals after the first whiff.” 


P. A. can’t bite your tongue, can’t parch your throat. All the flare-back has oeen removed by a 
patented process. Patented—get that? No one else can use it. 


Buy P. A. in the toppy red bags, Sc, or tidy red tins, 10c; 











in pound or half-p 3s. Sold everywhere. 
R. J. REYNOLDS TOBACCO COMPANY Winston-Salem, N. C, 

manager’s text—but the skeleton shrieked The End 

hen his heartstri he flexed. 
on = ey . —— j — ss He thought her swell, 

The fatal d 1 And all of that, 

e fata enowemens all men must Until she called 

deplore, as the Freaks’ Caravan soon de- A yacht a “‘yat.”” 
plored it: The fat lady melted and ran 
through the floor, and the skeleton’s frag- Time's Changes 
ments were swept through the door—and 
the floor and the door both ignored it. Mrs. Gramercy—You can’t judge a 

But, later, this legend both floor and man by what he was before you married 
door bore: him. 

EPITAPH Mrs. Park—Indeed you can’t! My 

Flesh food’s not good for the fat lady clan, husband used to spend the evenings with 
Nor yet anti-fat for the ossified man. me. 
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Beeman’s 
Pepsin 
Gum 








All Others Are Imitations 
Peppermint or Wintergreen Flavor 


The Original. 








FOR SALE EVERYWHERE 
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Finishing Schools 


A YOUNG ladies’ finishing school de. 

rives its name from the words “‘Fip. 
ish, to complete a work of art,’ ang 
**School,’’ the original definition of which 
is ‘‘A place of leisure, freedom from 
business, a time given to sports, games 
and exercises, and occasionally time de. 
voted to literary pursuits.’’ 

Hence the curriculum of the present. 
day seminary embraces all the branches 
of a refined education, including art, lit. 
erature, mathematics and a few of the 
sciences. 

Art being the keynote, this study is 
taken up with great avidity by the me- 
jority of young girls pursuing the col. 
legiate course and desirous of securing 
some knowledge of painting as well ag 
powdering; and, while recognizing the 
impossibility of giving a finished course 
to girls not yet past the bloom of youth, 
everything is done to make the art course 
lead in the right direction, so that in 
after years, if they wish to make a 
specialty of it, their training will be 
found to have been along the proper lines, 
Consequently much attention is given to 
the correct lines of Cupid’s bow and the 
exact reproduction of a maiden’s blush, 

Literature is the next most useful 
course in higher education and has the 
advantage of being strictly feminine and 
allied to art, as it deals entirely with the 
ornamental. Literature was originally 
intended to furnish the interior of the 
cranium, but has latterly devolved into 
treatises and essays designed to furbish 
the more conspicuous exterior appear- 
ance. Therefore the literary course now 
comprises the works of Ella Wheeler 
Wilcox, Beatrice Fairfax, Madam Qui 
Vive, Lillian Russell, Dorothy Dix and 
Valeska Suratt. 

Mathematics, like all other branches, 
is very thoroughly taught. It includes 
the science of adding two and two, the 
theory of three constituting a crowd, the 
addition of a title to a million, how to 
accept a count, and the proper reduction 
and development of a figure. 

The scientific course includes physics, 
geology, astronomy and chemistry. 

Physics teaches the development of 
neck, shoulders and arms; personal mag- 
netism, all phases of disturbed heart 
action, motion and poise, light and color 
schemes, the switching of a train and the 
training of a switch. Here the young 
ladies are also trained for the ring. 

Geology teaches the distribution of 
metals (gold and silver), the study of 
precious stones, mollusks, fossils, articu- 
lates and vertebrates. In this depart 
ment great attention is given to the 
study of the precious stone age. 

Astronomy includes the study of the 
stars, social and histrionic; the entire 
social system, and the observation of the 
heavens on moonlit nights. The moon is 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that 
Abbott’s Bitters be used in making it; insures your 
getting the very best. C. W. Abbott & Co., 
more, Md. 
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studied with greater success when the 
gon is posited near the house of Venus. 

Chemistry, the last but not least of the 
regular course, comprises elements and 
compounds of fudges, atmosphere, perox- 
ide of hydrogen, the law of definite and 
multiple proportions for face creams and 
lotions, chemical changes of dark hair to 
blond, electrolysis of hair follicles and 
nightly gylcerine. 

An extra charge is made for the other 
branches of a modern seminary, and are 
French, music and washing. Those tak- 
ing the French course study very thor- 
oughly French hats and gowns, French 
heels, French novels, French poodles, pas- 
tries and French counts. 

Music is only affected by those to whom 
bushy hair is becoming or by those who 
are naturally eccentric and desire an ex- 
cuse for remaining so. 

Washing is studied so seldom nowadays 
that there has been no instructor required 
since Diogenes immortalized the tub by 
living and teaching in one. 

Hence we observe that a young ladies’ 
finishing school is an institution wherein 
young women are instructed in giving a 
quick and artistic finish to any and all 
men encountered in after years. 


—Olive Green, 


Needless Expense 

“Father,’’ asked the girl who was 
going to marry a poor man, ‘‘do you think 
I ought to take a course in household 
economics? They offer a lovely one at 
Briny Moore for three hundred dollars.”’ 

“No,’’ replied pater grimly. ‘‘You 
will get one for nothing after you are 
married.’’ 


Modern Young Person 


Father (who has taken daughter to the 
play)—I’m sorry I brought you now, 
Mabel. This is hardly a play for the 
young person. 

Daughter—Oh, I don’t mind it, dad! 
It'll probably liven up a bit before the 
end! 


More Solacing 
Woman (in cigar store)—I wish to get 
a box of cigars for my husband. 
Clerk—Here’s a new brand I think 
would suit him—‘‘The Suffragette. ’’ 
Woman—Oh, dear, no! He prefers a 
mild domestic! 


1925—No Resistance 


Ned—I was arrested by one of the new 
lady cops the other night. 

Ted —What did she say? 

Ned—The same as the men policemen 
used to—just put her hand on my shoulder 
and said, ‘‘Come with me.’”’ 


Used to Excitement 
He (of the Gay Way)—And so you have 
been married seven times. Some excite- 
Ment, eh? 
She (of the Spotlight) —Not especially. 
My act is in a lion’s cage, you know. 


LLU 
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HE table-beer of America—a mild home-beverage that 
you can serve with confidence because your home- 
quality standards are maintained in the making. 


Budweiser 


Made in a Gigantic Plant 


6,000 people are employed in the main The plant is a model of order, efficiency, clean- 
lant of Anheuser-Busch — 1, more in liness and thrift. To go through 
Eennaiten. Budweiser’s home, as hundreds 
do daily, is the best way to realize 







There are 110 separate buildings, covering 142 








acres—more than 70 city blocks. Budweiser’s quality. 
Anheuser-Busch, St. Louis 
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NEW BUSINESS JUST OUT 


DROP THE DEAD ONES. AWAKE! START WITH THIS NEW INVENTION 


AGENTS AGENTS 










SALESMAN THE 20th CENTURY WONDER GENERAL AGENTS 

MANAGERS Get started in an honest, clean, reliable, permanent, money-making ROAD MEN 
YOUNG OR OLD business. Solid ona money-back guarantee MAKE MONEY HERE 
NEW BUSIN The Blackstone Water Power Vacuum Massage Machine START NOW—TODAY 











ess 
. For the Home. No Cost to Operate. Lasts Life-Time 
1 No Oompetition, New Field, New Business. Price within 
reach ofall. That's why itseasy to sell. Endorsed by Doc: 
torsand Massures, Removes Diackheads, Pimples, Wrink- 
les, rounds out any part of the face or body, brings back Natures beauty. 
Almost instant relief can be given all kinds of pains such as Rheumatism, § 
Headacie, Backache, Neuraliga, and many times a permanent cure, A 
demonstration convinces the most skeptical person. Sales easily made. 
Read On! What Others Do, So Can You. 
Parker writes, sold eight machines first day. Margwarth, says, I am 
making $19.00 per day. Schermerhorn, eight dozen machines first month. 
Shaffer writes, am selling four out of five demonstrations. Vaughn, orders 
one dozen, four days Jater wires “‘ship six dozen by first Express." wis, 
sells four first hour. Men, women, everybody makes money. No experience 
necessary. Protected territory to active workers. We own all patents. Big 
book entitled, ‘The Power and Love of Beauty and Health” Free. Invest- 
igate now tosey: A postal will do, A big surprise awaitsyou. Address, 
BLACKSTONE MM’ "@ ©OO., 713 Meredith Bidg., TOLEDO, OHIO 
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HAS STOOD 

THE TEST 

OF ACES 
AND IS STILL 
THE FINEST 
CORDIAL EXTANT 


At first-class Wine Merchants, 
Grocers, Hotels, Cafés. 


Bitjer & Co., 45 7 


for United States. 
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GILBERT 


Vest-Pocket 
Silk Hat 





Dry Varieties 


Martini—Regular 
Martini—Dry (medium) 
Martini—Brut (very dry) 
Manhattan—Regular 
Manha 









G.F.Heublein 


PURE + 





GILBERT & COMPANY 







Satisfaction Guaranteed 
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Entirely 


Different 


ALL SIZES 


THE IDEAL HAT for Motoring, Golfing, Traveling. Business. 
| Cool, Dressy, Light. Weight one ounce. Made of best quality 

S SILK, strictly hand-tailored. Olled Silk Sweat band. 
Colors—Black and White Check, Black, Navy, Brown, Light Grey, 
White. Price $1.50. State size. Also boys’ and girls’ sizes $1.50. 
Ties to match hats, four-in-hand and bows, 50c., three for $1. Ladies’ 
Hats, wider brim and fuller crown, $2.25. Belts to match, Sc 


Decatur, Illinois. 














Georgian Terrace Hotel 


Atlanta’s new million dollar hotel, at Peachtree and 


Ponce de Leon Avenue. 


European plan, with an excellent cuisine. Without 


bath, from $1.50, with bath, from $2.50. 

Situated in the best residential district, beyond dis- 
turbances of city traffic and smoke, and only a few 
minutes from both depots. Over a thousand feet above 
sea level, with a perfect climate. 

Conceded by all to be the most palatial, comfortable 
and up-to-date hotel in the entire south, 

A delightful stopping off place for tourists. Fine 
automobile roads. 


Golf 
ALBERT R. KEEN, Manager 














Sold at all first-class cafes and by jobbers. 
WM. LANAHAN & SON, Baltimore, Md, 
















BALTIMORE RYE 


AN IDEAL PRODUCT OF THE STILL 
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With The College Wits 


Dandylines 
He called her ‘‘lily,’’ ‘‘violet,”’ “rose,” 
And every other sweet flower of spring, 
She said, ‘‘I can’t be all of those, 
So you must lilac everything.”’ 
—Pennsylvania Punch Bowl, 


Or a Windy Day—Mother—Ethel, are 
you saving anything for a rainy day? 

Ethel—Yes, mother. I never wear my 
silk stockings around the house.—Cornell 
Widow. 


On the Quiet—‘‘ George is leading rather 
a gay life, don’t you think?’’ 

**Oh, not to speak about!’’ 

**All right, I won’t mention it.”~— 
Yale Record. 


In the Soup!—Fan—I see where I gotta 
good chance to slip something over Pro. 
fessor Whoosis this noon. 

Tan—Let’s have it! 

Fan—I’m gonna wait on table at the 
Inn.—Dartmouth Jack o’ Lantern. 





Slang Term—‘‘City Stuff” 


—Cornell Widow. 


The Borrower—‘‘Jones strikes me asa 
very promising young man.’”’ 

‘*He strikes me that way, too; but he 
never pays it back.’’—California Pelican. 


Short Ration—He—Something’s prey- 
ing on my mind. 

She—It must be pretty hungry !—Yale 
Record. 


Caught—Klung—Ever read ‘‘Looking 
Backward’’? 

Stung—Yes, once in an exam., and I 
was canned for it.—Stanford Chaparral. 


The Girl’s View—He and she arrived in 
the fifth inning. 

He (to a fan)—What’s the score? 

Fan—Nothing to nothing. 

She—Goody! We haven’t missed & 
thing !—Jllinois Siren. 


A Race—/Jim—-Both those fellows are 
after that rich heiress. 

John—Giving her a race for her money, 
eh®—California Pelican. 


Answered—‘‘How is my client?” im 
quired the lawyer at the prison gate. _ 

‘“‘Shut up!”’ replied the warden.—Wil- 
liams Purple Cow. 


Sure Thing—When you hear a promi 
nent alumnus telling about the good old 
days, he usually means the nights.—Ohi 
State Sun-Dial. 
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Stories ‘With Smiles 


Were Better Acquainted — Conversing 
with a coterie of friends recently, Dr. 
William Osler told of the rather embar- 
rassing position in which a well-known 
physician recently placed himself. 

The physician referred to by Dr. Osler 
was a guest at a social affair, and at din- 
ner was placed beside an elderly lady 
whom he had not previously met. Almost 
at once the lady, who was inclined to gar- 
rulity, began to talk. 

“‘By the way, doctor,’’ she smilingly 
remarked, ‘‘ought I to call you doctor or 
professor ?”’ 

“You may call me what you please, 
madam,’’ was the physician’s quick reply. 
‘“‘T am frank enough to admit, however, 
that some of my friends call me an old 
fool.’’ 

“I see, doctor,’’ smilingly replied the 
lady; ‘‘but, of course, they must be peo- 
ple who know you intimately.’’—Phila- 
delphia Telegraph. 


Some Talker—They were talking about 
the conversational power of the fair sex 
at a reception in Washington a few 
weeks ago, when Congressman Augustus 
Stanley, of Kentucky, cited a case that 
left no doubt as to mother’s ability to 
win the first prize. 

Some time back, according to the con- 
gressman, a friend of his visited Niagara 
Falls, taking with him his wife and his 
wife’s sister. Immediately on arriving 
and securing hotel quarters, the party 
set out to see the wonderful sight, wifey 
and wifey’s sister talking as they walked 
along on a million interesting subjects. 

“Say, John,’’ said wifey, turning to 
the old man after they had gone quite a 
distance, ‘‘aren’t we getting near the 
falls?’’ 

“‘Yes,’’ was the prompt reply of John. 
“If you will stop talking a minute, you 
will hear the thunder of the water quite 
plainly.’’—Philadelphia Telegraph. 


Not a Thunder Expert—The masterful 
manner in which some people evade an 
issue was mentioned at a recent dinner, 
when this one was recalled by Rear Ad- 
miral Philip Andrews: 

“In New Orleans one night,’’ the Ad- 
miral said, ‘‘there was a man on the 
Stage who offered to answer by mental 
arithmetic any question that might be 
asked by the audience. 

“Just so long as the questioner re- 
mained in the expected channel, the sail- 
Ing was easy; but finally one man got 
beyond the bearings. 

Pigg you please, sir,’ said the man, 
rising from his seat, ‘how far off can 
you hear thunder?’ 

““*I can’t tell you, sir,’ was the prompt 
response of the wonder on the stage. 

“*You can’t tell me?’ responded the 
man. ‘Why, I thought’—— 

“*Not about thunder,’ replied the stage 
Party, doing a quick piece of dodging. 
‘You see, I am a lightning calculator.’ ’’ 
—Washington Post. 
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Brewers of 


and England 


rown Bottles? 





use only 


Sunlight grows the hops, but spoils the brew. 


Light starts decay even in pure beer. Dark 
glass gives best protection against light. 
In England and Germany the brewers won’ t use light glass bottles. 


“Beer should not be exposed to the light, especially 
direct sunlight, as it will thereby be detrimentally af- 
fected, the light having an influence upon the albumin- 
oids in the beer, causing the latter to become hazy,” 


Extract from the “‘ The Beer Bottlers’ Handy Book,” published by the 
Wahl-Henius Institute of Fermentology. : 


We have adopted every idea, every invention that could make 


for the purity of Schlitz beer, 


Our beer was: first brewed in a hut. Now our agencies 
dot the earth. Our output exceeds a million barrels a year. 







he Beer 










See that crown 

or cork is 

branded 
*"Schistz*” 





That Made Milwaukee Famous. 



























The Inn is situated in a private park 
maintained by the local cottage community. 

Rooms with private bath and porch. 

Rooms are available in nearby cottages 
to those who prefer them, service and priv- 
ileges of the Inn being the same. 
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The Whittier Inn 


Sea Gate, New York Harbor 
An Ideal Hotel Home for Summer—».; to November 


Open from 


Entire cottages (including Hotel Service) 
may be leased for the season. 

A clean, broad beach with ample bathing fa- 
cilities. Tennis, baseball, rowing and sailing. 

Private boat service to and from New York 
City. Also frequent train service to Brooklyn. 


A Delightful Place — Just 45 Minutes by Private Boat from New York 
Telephone Rates and Booklet Upon Application Garage 








In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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The great tonic and stimulating Properties of Sunny 
Brook have had much to do toward making us the largest distillers + 
Jine old whiskey in the world. For nearly 50 years Sunny Brook has 
roved of real value to those who now and then require an energy- 
uilder. When energy is lacking efficiency is lacking. Rare, old and 
mellow whiskey like Sunny Brook, acts as a great up-builder; and 
we life worth living. 


Brook is Bottled in Bond—every bottle is sealed 
- he | overnment Stamp showing that the contents are genuine, 
straight natural whiskey, U. S. Standard (100%) proof. This stamp 
however, only assures purity, but not quality. Any whiskey Bottled In 
Bond is genuine straight whiskey, but not all straight whiskies are good 
whiskies. When you select Sunny Brook—The Pure Food Whiskey— 
i you know that in addition to the assurance of Absolute Purity 


By hs ieet Metin tes wees" ot Une Qa 
“The Inspector Is Back of Every Bottle” 


















































HOTEL ARLINGTON 


18-20 WEST 25th STREET 
Just off Broadway and Madison Square 
NEW YORK 
Twelve-story fireproof building—handsomely furnished Rooms—modern in all 
respects. In the centre of the shopping and theatrical sections. Booklet. 
RATES, $1.00 PER DAY UP 





E. W. AUSTIN, Mgr. V. A. AUSTIN, Prop. 





























MANHATTAN BEACH 


Eo ATTRACTIVE SOCIAL LIFE 


Les; at “New York's most popular and fashion- 
\) Si Sble resort by the sea.” Where sea-side 
WW) i/ joys are not marred by the intrusion of 





undesirable elements. Average tempera- 
ture seldom varies from 70 degrees. 
Within the city limits, half hour by train, one hour 
by auto. Just far enough away from the heat and 
hum of the metropolis to give an entire change of 
environment, yet near enough for daily contact 
with commercial interests in Manhattan. 


Unsurpassed surf bathing. Boating and sailing. 
New tennis courts. 
Famous outdoor restaurant. Deep sea fishing. 


“America’s Leading Seashore Hotel” 


ORIENTAL HOTEL 


Opens June 26th. European Plan. 
Concerts by Mercadante’s Orchestra Daily. 
Auto roads lead direct to Hotel entrance. 
Excellent garage and parking accommodations. 
JOSEPH P. GREAVES, Manager. 


Booking Office, 243 Fifth Ave. Florida East Coast Hotel Co. 
Telephones, 9230 and 9231 Madison Square. 






























Passing the 





Just Fancy 


Oh, to think 

That Cleopat 
Never wore a 

Modern hat! 
—Jacksonville Times-Union 


Oh, to think 
That Raleigh s kind 
Never wore the 
Bow behind! 
—Nashville Banner. 


Oh, to think 
No Queen of France 
Ever did the 
Tango prance! 
—Savannah Press. 


Oh, to think 

That Cicero 
Never saw a 

**Girly’’ show! 
—Birmingham Age-Herald. 


Oh, to think 
That good Queen Bess 
Never wore a 
Side-slashed dress! 
—Chicago Record-Herald. 


Oh, to think 
That Antoinette 
Never smoked 
A cigarette! 
—Detroit Free Press. 


Oh, to think 
That Cesar great 
Never heard 
Suffrage debate! 


Old Saws Reset 


Handsome is as the dressmaker does. 


The way of the transgressor is hard, 
but that only makes it easier for the joy- 


rider. 


The apparel oft proclaims the man, but 


not always; most barbers put it all over 


most millio 


Peace hath her victories, but she doesn’t 
keep any pension list. —Peoria Transcript. 


Sartorial Habit—‘‘I hear Wombat is a 


naires for sartorial splendor. 


gentleman farmer now.’’ 


‘‘Right up to the notch, too. Puts 
evening dress on all his scarecrows every 
day at  dusk.’’ — Louisville 


Journal. 


An Exhibi 


tion—‘‘ Have you seen Mamie’s 


engagement ring?’’ 


‘““Of course! Did you have an idea 
that she was making an effort to hide it?”’ 
—Detroit F 


At the Ball Game—May—Did you un- 


ree Press. 


derstand the game? 


Fay—I don’t remember much, except 
that it was all settled by a man they 


called the vampire.—New York Sun. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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HOTEL ST. DENIS 


Broadway and 1iith Street 
NEW YORK CITY 


Home Comforts Without Extravagance 


This famous hotel has been renovated, redec- 
orated, refurnished, and many modern, up to 
date appointments have been installed, and can 
be compared favorably with any..in the city. 


The only first-class hotel near all steamship lines 


Within easy access of every point of interest. 
Half block from Wanamaker’s. Five minutes’ 
walk of Shopping District. NOTED FOR— 
Excellence of cuisine, comfortable appoint- 
ments, courteous service and homelike sur- 
roundings. 


The very best accommodations in the city at 


$1.00 Per Day Up 


7 Minutes from Grand Central Depot 
10 Minutes to leading stores and theatres 


ST. DENIS HOTEL CO. 


Also STANWIX HALL HOTEL, ALBANY, N. Y. 














Crispettes 


Improving an Opportunity-—They were 
talking about improving an opportunity 
the other afternoon, when Secretary of 
the Interior Lane contributed to the con- 
versation. 

‘*Makes me think,’’ he smilingly said, 
‘fof a youngster who lives in our town. 
One afternoon he was invited to a party, 
where, of course, refreshments were 
bountifully served. 

‘**Won’t you have something more, 
Willie?’’ asked the pretty hostess, toward 
the close of the feast. 

***No, thank you,’ replied Willie, with 
an expression of great satisfaction. ‘I’m 
full.’ 

‘**Well, then,’ smiled the hostess, ‘put 
some fruit and cakes in your pockets to 
eat on the way home.’ 

*““No, thank you,’ came the rather 
startling response of Willie. ‘They’re 
full, too.’’’—Pittsburgh Chronicle-Tele- 


graph. 





Make $20 a Day 


with our wonderful Champion Pic- 
ture Machine. Takes, develops, fin- 
isnes photo in half minute; 300 an h ur, 
No dark room. Experience unneces- 
sary. Photo t ost Cards and Buttons all 
the rage! You coin money anywhere, 
Small investment; big profits. Be your own boss, 
Write for Free Book, Testimonials, ete, 


AMERICAN MINUTE PHOTO CO 











2214 Ogden Ave Dept. E-654 Chicago, Lil 


9 Press Cutting Bureau 
willsend you all newspaper clippings 
which may appear about you, your 

friends, or any subject on which you may want to be “up 
to date.” Every newspaper and periodical of importance 
inthe United States and Europe is searched. Terms, 
$5.00 for 100 notices. ROMEIKE, 106-J10 Seventh 
Avenue, New York. 


PAPER WAREHOUSE 








HeNRY 














Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 
Branch Warehouse, 26 Beekman Street, New York 
ALL KINDS OF PAPER MADE TO ORDER 











1,000 Island House 


ALEXANDRIA BAY 
Jefferson County New York 





IN THE HEART OF THE 
THOUSAND ISLANDS 


N the most enchanting spot in all America, 
where nature's charms are rarest, all the 
' delights of modern civilization are added 
in the 1,000 Island House. No hotel of the 
Metropolis provides greater living facilities or 
such luxurious comfort— real HOME. comfort 
—as does this palatial Summer retreat. An 
amusement for every hour, or quiet, complete 
rest, is the choice of every guest. 


All Drinking Water Used 
in the House is Filtered 
Send two 2-cent stamps for Illustrated Booklet. 


0.G. STAPLES, Proprietor 


WILLIAM H. WARBURTON, Mgr. 














A Turn of Phrase 
Cigar smoker (facetiously )—Still study- 


ing the sea, professor? You must know 
it upside down by now. 
Professor (feelingly)—Say, rather, in- 


side out—Sketgh (London). 
a es 


Rumored— Yeast—What made you say 
my wife has a prominent mouth, if you 
never saw her? 

Crimsonbeak—Oh, I heard it.— Yonkers 
Statesman. 


Explained—‘‘ Pa, why is it that dentists 
call their offices dental parlors?’’ 

‘‘Because they are drawing-rooms, my 
son.’’—Cincinnati Enquirer. 


Another Guess—‘‘There’s always room 
at the top,’’ said the Sphinx. 

‘“*Take a look at us and guess again,’’ 
replied the Pyramids.—Cincinnati En- 
quirer. 


Change About—‘‘ What will we do at the 
dance if the chaperon won’t let us Bos- 
ton?’’ 

‘“‘That’s easy. We’ll just grin and 
bear it.’’—Minnesota Minne-Ha-Ha. 


He Belongs—Jones—Does he belong to 
the four hundred? 

Smith—Yes; he’s one of the ciphers.— 
Illinois Siren. 


In answering advertisements please mention JUDGE. It will be appreciated. 
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know that its delicious flavor 
is beyond comparison. Fi 
out for yourself. 


= BERNHEIM DISTILLING CO. 
= Louisville, Ky. 
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One of the things that make a 
Summer Resort popular is 


7O4\\\HAN\YONANNNONTUDVALANNIADIND HUAVAVTARDDUMANAGATAN DAMN? 











The wise hotel man orders an | 


early supply to please old pa- 
trons and win new ones. 


ANY DEALER, OR WRITE TO 
Cc. H. EVANS & SONS, HUDSON., N. Y. 


HOTEL | 
-EARLINGTON | 


27th Street, West of Broadway 
NEW YORK 














| EUROPEAN PLAN’ 


@ A Step from Broadway. 

q Absolutely Fireproof. 

@ Quiet as a Village at Night. 

@ Your Comfort Our Aim Always. 





Parlor, Bedroom and Bath, front of house, 
one person, $2.50; two people, $3.50. Why 
pay more when our service is equalled only || 
| by the best? 


SINGLE ROOMS, $1.00 








| E. W. WARFIELD, - - Manager || 
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Gonvenience _. I 3 
Sake 4a Jie 
$2.50 : | 


Upward S 


The Best Stores 
Everywhere 








Safety 
Type. Plain. 


Can be carned in 
any position, filled 


with ink 


No. 12'< S $3.00 


Size Larger 
No. 14S $4.00 


Regular 
Type. Plain. 
No. 12 $2.50 


Size Larger 
No. 14 $4.00 


Clip-on-( ‘ap 
25c. Extra 





